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tramp, and in consequence his leg had to be amputated.   As
soon as he was well enough, he left Canada for London.
Here he lived in doss-houses on the money inherited from
his grandmother. . . . Shaw, to whose kindness and discern-
ment Davies owed his first fame, says on this point: " The
exact amount of his independent income was ten shillings a
week. Finding this too much for his needs, he devoted twenty
per cent of it to pensioning necessitous friends in his native
place; saved a further percentage to print verses with; and
lived modestly on the remainder." He had now, at the age of
thirty-four, begun to write poems, and a publisher informed
him that he would accept them if Davies would pay twenty-five
pounds towards the cost of issuing the book. To raise this
money, he decided to have four short poems printed, and him-
self to sell them from door to door. Alas, even this printing was
estimated to cost thirty-five shillings, and he had only contrived
to put aside thirty-one shillings, so he was obliged nearly to
starve himself in order to save the missing four shillings, at the
rate of a further two shillings a week off his eight-shUlings-a-
week income. And when the poems were at last printed, he
did not sell a single copy, though he made a house-to-house
visitation in the suburbs. Most of the people he called upon
were poor, and badly educated. They looked at the poet in
amazement when he offered them a printed sheet for three-
pence. One richer woman, with a servant, gave him a penny,
but refused altogether to accept the poems which he proposed
to give her in return. When he reached his doss-house again
that evening, he burnt every single copy. Now, with the same
object of a book in view, he started to peddle bootlaces and
needles and pins, which seemed less humiliating; but he was
not used to this trade and allowed his wares in a few days to
get rusty from damp. Begging seemed simpler again, so once
more he reverted to it, and threw in a little hymn-singing as
well. To this he took with all the fervour of his race, who love
to sing, until his more experienced companion had to warn
him that he was using his voice too vigorously, after the fashion
of a healthy man, and had better " cut the difficult high notes
short", as though he had " spasms in the side ". . . . Finally,
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